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WHEN YOU'RE TRAINING
TO WIN YOUR WINGS
AS A BOMBARDIER
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BOMBARDIER. He's the business man of
this bomber crew. His office is the "g reenhouse" of transparent plastic in the nose
of the ship. And he works there on splitsecond time. But when those "office hours"
are over well, just look below and watch
him enjoying a Camel—the favorite ciga
rette on land, sea, and in the air.

A LL America's living at split-second time today...from the bom"7
bardier at his bombsight to the men who make the bombs
like Jerry Lorigan below. You....and you...and everybody!
o it s only natural that most everybody's smoking more these
days. Only natural, too, that taste and throat-the "T-Zone"-are
more important than ever to cigarette smokers now.
But...take
no one's word for it when it- comes to your own smok
.
ing. Make the T-Zone" test described at the left below. And let
your taste and your throat decide for themselves.

A PACK OF CAMELS
IS STANDARD
EQUIPMENT
WITH ME.

THEY

SUIT ME TO
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where cigarettes
are judged
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taste and throat can decide which ciga
rette tastes best to you ... and how it affects your throat.
For your taste
and throat are individual to you. Based on
,
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The "T-ZONE"—Taste and Throat—is the
proving ground for cigarettes. Only your

<

FOR YASTE,

FOR MY YHROAT;;

the exper.ence of millions of smokers, we believe Camels
w,ll suit your "T-ZONE" to a "T.» Prove it for yourself!

CAMELS

ARE YOPS

RfRST/RTHE
The favorite cigarette with met. in the
Army Navy, Marines, and Coast Guard is
Camd. (Based on actual sales records in
Post Exchan„es. Sales Commissaries. Ship s
ServiceStores.Ship's Stores, and Canteens.)
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JERRY LORIGAN, who forges bombs
on a split-second schedule, is just as
partial to Camels as the man who
lays those bombs on the target. "I've
smoked Camels for years," says Jerry.
They don t get my throat, and they
don t tire my taste. They're tops!"
It. J. Reynolds Tobacco Company. Winston-Salem. N. C.
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To The Meteorologists
R. B. Brown:

Uncle Will:

Welcome to Kenyon!
I am grateful to the editors of Hika-Collegian
for this opportunity to speak for the Kenyon fam
ily, including the Administration of the College,
the Faculty, the Alumni, and the village commu
nity. We are delighted to have you, and want to
make your stay on the Kenyon campus as pleasant
and valuable as it can be. While the pre-meteor
ological course in which you are enrolled, is sep
arate and distinct from the liberal arts college in
many respects, it is, at the same time, a part of
Kenyon of which we are very proud. You will
receive instruction from many members of the
College faculty, you will be housed in College

This issue of HIKA will be the first for the
two hundred pre-meteorological students who have
taken up residence on the Hill. We wish to ex
tend to them an unofficial welcome; the college
authorities having attend to the official ones. Un
fortunately, we cannot welcome you to the Kenyon that most of us knew in those happy, far-off
antebellum days when wartime regulations were
no closer than the Eastern Hemisphere and gas
and tire rationing didn't interfere with trips to
the Sunset Club or the Dan Emmett Grill. You
will not get to know the pleasures of drinking 6%
beer in the Coffee Shop nor will you probably be
able to become acquainted with the atmosphere of

(Continued on page 2, Col. 1)
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buildings, your classes will be held in College
classrooms, your meals will be served in the Col
lege Commons, and you will have access to the
facilities of the College generally. You will be
cordially welcome at the Library, and you will re
ceive a very warm welcome from the College
Chaplain and the Chapel Committee. Whatever
your church affiliations, we hope you will attend
and enjoy the services in the College Chapel.
As this message is written, the details of your
daily and weekly routine have not been worked
out. It is, however, the desire of the Administra
tion, the faculty, and the student body of the lib
eral arts college, that you take as full a part in the
life of Kenyon as your Army routine permits.
One of the charms of Kenyon is its situation
here in the hills of Ohio, away from any sizeable
community. Under present conditions, it is neces
sary that we be largely self-sufficient. We are
making plans for relaxation and entertainment
which will include all of the members of the Col
lege community. Students in the liberal arts college, all of whom are working under the acceler
ated program, and most of whom are enlisted in
the reserves, and you who are enlisted in the premeteorological group, will be working at top
speed. Your officers, as well as we, know that
All work and no play makes Jack a dull boy."
We must have our moments of fun, and we hope
that you will not only enjoy this part of our pro
gram, but assist in making it a successful one. We
hope also that we may include your guests, at least
to the full extent of our very limited housing ac
commodations in Gambier.
Since you constitute the first group of meteor
ologists to come to us, there will be many things
which will have to be worked out during the first
few weeks and months of your residence here. We
have tried to make you as comfortable as possible,
but for the time being at least, we will all be a bit
crowded, and it will be necessary for all of US to
be patient during the period of adjustment.
Space does not permit me to tell you much
about Kenyon, but I feel that your time here will
be more profitable and pleasant if you acquaint
yourself to some extent with the history of the
College. The cornerstone of Old Kenyon, the
building in which you live, was laid in June, 1827,
one hundred and sixteen years ago.
(Continued, on page 10)
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Gene's. The pleasure of singing around a keg in
one of the divisions will likewise not be yours in
all probability. The mysteries of "Peep" night will
not be for you and you will miss the close companionship of division life. Your drills and calis
thenics will not have the informalities and uselessness of Kutler's Kenyon Kommandos. You
may not get to take advantage of the excellent edu
cational opportunities of dance weekend. So much
for what we cannot welcome you to.
Now for what we can welcome you to. We
can welcome you to the spectacle of the Kenyon
Civil War, fought every Friday at the Gravel Pit
under the direction of Field Marshall Kutler, ably
assisted by Dr. Ashford in charge of Red Cross
and U. S. O. activities at the battlefront. We can
welcome you to a rare thing in academic circles,
an excellent faculty that (with a few exceptions)
is capable of mixing a good deal of student in
formality with academic austerity and not get a
disgusting bastard offshoot of either. We can welcome you to a small liberal arts college that is big
enough to make the necessary changes of wartime
without the dislocations and growing pains that
similar colleges are experiencing: a thing that all
of us connected with the college are proud of.
We can welcome you to a college whose traditions
go back over a hundred years and the steps of
whose buildings have been worn by the feet of
countless students in those hundred years. ^C^e
can welcome you to a college whose scholarship is
known in academic circles all over the country
and whose songs are sung in all corners of the
nation when Kenyon men get together. We can
welcome you to the real Kenyon; the Kenyon that
lives in the memories of all men who came here.
The things that we can't welcome you to are
things that are extra-added attractions, things that
you don't need to know in order to enjoy your life
After the war, perhaps you will return here to
finish your education. If you do, you will enjoy
t e things that are closed to you now. Until
then, we sincerely hope that your stay here will be
as happy as possible.
UNCLE WILL
HIKA for

Charles Macauley

Pray For Work
It had been bright all afternoon but now it was
growing cool. It made Christopher feel as though
it would grow dark too. It was only three but it
felt late to him. He had not been getting home
before six lately but now again it was all changed
and he would have to become used to it. The
street was busy but he hadn't noticed. Starting
slowly to cross it, he looked up and saw he was
making a bus wait for him. He felt ashamed.
Across the street a girl ran out of the drugstore on
the other corner from the gray house. She called,
Wait," in a high voice and waved her red hand
bag. She caught it. "If I hadn't been there the
little girl would have missed it," he said to him
self, out loud.
The gray house was small and not his. He only
rented two rooms in the back. Two rooms for his
small son and him. Mervyn was not a young boy
even though he was so small. He was a man of
about forty but only four feet tall. The stone
markers in the yard were nearly all taller than
Mervyn. But Mervyn never went out. The gate
was closed and latched, so Christopher put down
his lunchbox and opened the latch with both
hands. It made a sharp little noise that ended in
the noise the bottom made scraping the stone walk.
He tried to make less noise but it seemed that he
made more. He thought then that Mervyn would
know something was wrong before he could re
assure him. Maybe he would even cry. He had
cried once when Christopher had come home and
[old him of their blaming him of stealing money.
Then men's coats had hung in a closet near the
machine he had worked on. He had come home
early that day too. They had fired him simply on
the accusation. The outside door which had once
een painted brown, creaked even louder than it
usually seemed to.
Inside the living-room had been cleaned up
since morning. The light on the piano was on but
e knew by now that Mervyn was sleeping. Chris°pher took off his black jacket and his brown cap
and shut the door into the bedroom. There was
JANUARY, 1943

no noise and he could see his son's short body on
the bed in the dullness. He looked at the music
on the piano. It was a Bach English Suite he had
bought for Mervyn several years back. Before the
window was a card table, before that an easychair
with an unraveling right arm and the right part
of the seat sunk in. He sat down and took off his
spectacles, putting them on the table in front. He
looked out into the sunshine that pushed down
through the large oaks above. The grave monu
ments around in the back of the yard gleamed
white without detail where it hit them in blotches.
There were not as many here as in the front where
the office was. There was even a little garden of
flowers here and there in odd places. One group
of long yellow ones always grew in the corner op
posite and there were always a few more there
each spring. The tall stems looked gray now. It
was that time of year that no one called fall yet,
but everyone was talking about it coming.
Christopher smiled and said, "Silly boys." Then
he realized that he had said it aloud and he must
be quiet. He was thinking of the men in the house
where he had just come from. It had been his job.
He thought how at first he had finally gotten it.
He found himself sitting on the steps of the old
mansion that morning when Mr. Albert had re
fused him a job again. He had come early so not
as to miss Mr. Albert. The morning was a little
misty and the rays of the white eastern sun could
be seen cutting through it. There were some yel
low flowers across the walk and the sun was just
reaching the edge of the little group. The work
men had already come at 7:30 and passed him,
one by one, up the steps and into the house. They
had looked at him but they hadn't said anything.
He had sat there a long time with his back against
the stone of the porch, his hands folded and his
legs together and out straight. He had thought
of Holland and the hard jobs he had had there.
You could always get one, though. He had remem
bered the job on the big Vander Kooy farm and
the way the others had laughed when the little
foreman had let him go with sharp words. He
3

had liked his job there as chip-boy. He could not
remember one he had had here that he liked as
well. The shavings off the long imported planks
had been so clean and white, with a smell that
old wood doesn't have. Then the job he hadn't
liked, the little mule and the red-faced foreman
shouting at him and moving his arms up and down
like a wooden doll.
Mr. Albert got out of his large green car and
came up the steps. He looked all the while as
though he didn't see Christopher, but he had.
Christopher was glad until he came closer and saw
that he looked angry.
The man named Mr. Albert paused near him
and Christopher knew it was his moment to try
and get a job again. He said, "I am a very skilled
workman and carpenter and I can do anything. I
have had all experience and work fast. I am from
Holland way back. I have a poor little son only
this high and he will be needing an operation
again soon, he is thirty-nine in a few days. He
plays the piano very well." Mr. Albert seemed to
laugh. This made him feel badly. Such a man.
Tears must have come to his eyes, because the yel
low flowers, over which the sun had moved, were
soft looking and diffused. They swayed to and fro
to the right and in line with Mr. Albert's shoulder.
Mr. Albert paused longer only to say, " You
know I have all the men I need. I am very busy.
To rebuild an old home into apartments is no
small matter. I cannot be bothered." Christopher
thought of the long walk home and how Mervyn would try to comfort him with some music
Mr. Albert was talking again, half way up the
steps. The sun was moving off the side of the
flowers that it had first been on and they didn't
seem to have moved now. Then Mr. Albert said
loudly, "Don't you hear? If you really want it say
so, I can't waste more time on you."
Out in the yard, through the window the gray
stalks moved too, like the ones in his memory pic
ture. He thought he heard Mervyn move on the
bed but he didn't move and watched John, who
sold the grave markers, slowly walk past the win
dow outside.
Beyond the fence and walk and across the street
some dogs were playing together but without his
glasses they looked almost like people on all fours.
People were not so fast and they lacked the sense
of humor that dogs have, Christopher thought.
While he was looking across the street and thinking Christopher knew that Mervyn had come into
4

the room and was somewhere in back of him but
he was surprised to hear his voice so very close
when he said, "Papa?"
Christopher made Mervyn sit in the green easychair before he would tell him why he was home
so soon. Mervyn looked more like a full-sized
man there and that chair didn't pain his back.
When Christopher turned again from looking out
of the window he realized he had been looking out
for quite a few minutes and that all the while
little Mervyn had been moving nervously in his
chair. He had been wondering at first how to tell
him—then he thought about Mr. Albert. And
then about the red-faced foreman on the Vander
Kooy farm whom they all had to call Mysheer
Ruel. He wondered why he remembered his name.
He didn't remember much. And then he thought of
Mynheer Ruel and Mr. Albert together and how
they would get on. They would stand in the wind
on the flat of Holland land, with their hands
clasped in back of them, and talk and smile all the
while and feel big because they think they are big
men over little men. He cut his dreaming and
turned his neck sharp and looked into the big eyes
of his son. They were green eyes, unlike both his
mother's and Christopher's.
When I was in Holland, a little boy, I was
chip-boy on the big Vander Kooy farm—in the
shops—for a whole year. Then one morning they
gave me a little muley to take down the canal to
the barns. They gave me the little muley on a
string. I liked the little muley but he had ideas.
When I started off Mynheer Ruel, the boss of the
place, told me to hold the string tight and not let
the muley go. The muley had ideas. Along the
top of the canal the little one smelled water and
wanted to drink. I didn't want to. I held onto
the string. The little one wanted to stand in the
middle and drink. I didn't want to. I let go the
string. The little muley went into the middle and
drank and liked the middle and did not come out.
Mynheer Ruel came up afterwhile and cursed and
waved. He said I was not to have let go of the
animal, like he called it. He yelled for a long
time and others came and watched and laughed
behind him. I could say nothing and he went
louder. The little muley just drank and flipped its
right ear, out in the canal. The boss kept saying,
in Holland of course, What do you say, what
do you say? But then he would not let me, he
yelled so. As time went on the crowd was big and
Mnyheer was panting. I could say then, so I
HIKA for

pointed to the little muley and I said, He was
thirsty and wanted to wade. I was not thirsty and
do not want to wade. We both did not want to
do the same. So I let go the string.' I was fired
like this afternoon. Almost in the same way. I
liked the job with Mr. Albert and he paid me sixty
cents. I liked the putting in door-knobs and locks,
and I most liked the clean shavings around the
doors. Today afternoon, I was singing a hymn,
a hymn mind you, and boss walks up, says, 'You
cracked that glass, you cracked that big plate
glass.' I looked and in the door was a little crack,
two inches by the lock I was putting in, in the
glass. Mr. Albert carried on like Mynheer Ruel.
They would make a good pair."
Mervyn exclaimed, "Did you tell him you
didn't?"
"I almost did but he let me go so I will have
to find a new job tomorrow. If I can't John will
let me lift gravestones for part rent if he sells any.
They are just all bad people, almost everyone.
Everyone except you and me and some of the
people in church. Some of them are bad, too.
You and me are the two best people I know."
Gravestones are too heavy. You are getting old,
Papa. I am sorry you lost your job, but we have
done it before."
But wouldn't you lift gravestones? If you
could, I mean," said Christopher.
Yes, Papa. But you are getting old."
You are a good boy, Mervyn. You see we live
the same life. We are both good. We both pray
for the same things. I work for us, when I have
a job, of course, and pray for the operations we
have for your back. You learn lots of piano and
play for me when I rest from work or wait and
pray for work. You see we just live the same life.
We are really just one person, not two. If your
Mama was still living she would be three and we
would be three, all living one life. I love living
your life, Mervyn and I hope you love living mine.
We are happy living together except when they
decide to operate on you—then we are both sad
because it costs so much."
Yes, Papa. You are right. I love our one
life too. I shall play you Brahms' E-Minor Sonata. I finished it today."
The music was fine. Mervyn played better
than most men on the radio, Christopher knew.
This one made him feel better. He drew his chair
around to face the piano. Again Mervyn looked
(Continued on page 10)
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Oscar Williams:
The words you wrote at last appeared
Like sight of war-shocked ships returning:
Masts at half, barnacled sides,
Men home-coming to girls on shore;
Tie together period One
And Three, excluding Two, the dark.
Bind the book your story's in,
Which lost its cover, was trampled on
By eyeless men or careless eyed;
Permit the pacifying balms to flow
For who prepares the dead to lay;
And command vultures a corpse to suck.
That frame, a skeleton of Eros
(Features full where features once
Were gone, sparkling eyes
Which replace sunken pits)
Tries longingly to have, to warm
The fingers cold upon its breastbone.

Carter Brown:
sugar's
the thing that coffee is bitter
if there's
noneinit
time is it
that runsitself (not
clocks) no matter how
many (we watch)
attachedtotowers walls wrists
bitterwait
is

what lies
betweenow
and
you
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Clem Lehecka:

Nothing Perfect
Last night I went to bed mentally exhausted.
My benumbed brain sought sleep as a retreat irom
the mathematics which had tied me to my desk until three A.M. It retreated in vain: even in sleep
numbers and formulas zigzagged and swirled past
my dreaming mind. Slowly, almost impercep
tibly, those numbers and formulas began to make
sense. Mechanically , my brain, as a result of the
constant drilling of the past weeks, began to solve
what seemed to be a problem. Step after step fell
into line; there was no hesitancy, no pause, only
a fluid progression of crystallized thoughts on a
plane which even in this dream occurred to me as
impossible to my fear-laden, conscious mind. I
went on, forced on to the inevitable conclusion.
It burst upon me with the mind-expanding con
sciousness of an astounding revelation. The prob
lem I had unwittingly solved resulted in the dis
placement of density. Mind, body, and soul, I
was in another system. No sooner did I appreci
ate this fact than a beautiful voice, timbrous with
the quality of a tolling silver bell, bid me wel
come.
"Sit down and be comfortable," it said. "You
are the first to bridge the gap."
Choked by the immensity of it all, I managed
to croak, What does it mean ? What is it all
about?"
The melodious answer rang back in my ears.
"It means that my greatest experiment has be
come refuted by your presence here. Eons ago, my
son, I achieved a perfect balance of natural laws
through the electronic control of matter. As a
lock and permanent control of my processes, I
based my work on a slight discrepancy involving
the square roots of the numerals one, two, and
three. You, of all the countless billions of or
ganisms, finally turned the key in the lock. You
have left only one course open to me, my son. In
order to keep this system balanced, I must send
you back with your mind amputated of all mathe
matical comprehension."
As the voice faded away, I experienced the
sensation of falling into a bottomless void. When

Gordon H. Felton:
CYCLE
Innocent and unaware of treachery he went:
stumbling blindly against pebble-like rocks
and crying bitterly if left alone.
He grew to half his goal, and then sat down
to mock the fault and jealousy
of a world that would not ask him in.
And soon there was no good enough
nor strong enough for him; he would not weep
for that would shrink his heart.
Innocent but full aware of lost desire
he comes against the self-same road
and stumbles on forgotten rocks.

DECISION
Words flowed out involuntarily and paused
to cast their small significance upon the mass,
paused until their assonance had ceased to sound.
Line stood up against its single li ne:
looked carefully into a heart and laughed
till all the silence came in thunderous appla use.
Vowels summoned vocal chords into a choir
and with a mute antiphony of song
gave forth their plea: simple and melodic.
Time came and went away again before the plan
was fitted to its paragon of truth;
and all that could remain was confidence.

(Continued on page 9)
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Paul Henissart:

Marching as to > War
John Farrell sat in Dean Hough's office and he
waited. He looked about the office, at the walls of
paneled oak, at the sepia photographs of the bish
ops, and at the fine pointed etching of Salisbury
Cathedral, whose lines might, for their conformity
with the mood of the room have soared directly out
of the vertical grain patterned in the woodwork.
As he looked, it grew late; shadows prowled along
the walls, like wolves.
Dean Hough's voice was quiet. "I take it you
have not changed your mind." When there was no
answer he said. "About your enlistment, Mr.
Farrell."
"Yes, sir. That's right."
"It is settled? Well! ... I shall require some
details before I can grant your dismissal from the
seminary. Now," he said and fingered a pad on
his desk. It was as though he were mildly reluc
tant to touch those very concrete details; but at last
he came to one of them. "Now, when do you
wish to leave?"
He sat forward tensely in the chair. "I have to
report at Quantico on the fifteenth." He explained,
My papers say that." Calmly, the fingers approach
the desk calendar. It was taken up. "That is, the
day after tomorrow?"
Yes. I was packing."
It was sufficient for their glances to meet. He
had been summoned to the office. The older man
picked up a paper knife and ran his thumb along
the blade.
You're twenty-three years old, Mr. Farrell."
The implication was there. The one way to
answer and overcome what it involved, he felt in
tuitively, was to accept.
I know my own mind, if that's what you
mean. I know what I'm rejecting."
I see. You have determined not to enter the
ministry at all? No seminary in the country will
consider your application, after the war, if you
•eave under these conditions."
In the first moment that sentence jarred the
truce between them; but then quickly, he realized
that what had prompted it was his age, and that
the other had not even agreed to his own implicaJANUARY, 1943

tion. 4 He knew he was right when the Dean shook
his head. "I shan't induce you to stay here—or
even try." He paused "But I am dissatisfied with
what you've said. Mr. Farrell, I wanted to see if
we could thresh out this problem: get at its basis
and examine it coolly."
Well, it would have to be argued as well as
fought. He saw that now. "It's my duty to join
up," John Farrell said. "I believe that's so, after
reasoning the thing to its end." Immediately, he
was aware the Dean would catch on to that phrase,
so he regretted having elaborated.
"Reasoned it?" Dean Hough clasped his fists
serenely on top of the desk. "No, Mr. Farrell. I
don't think so; not if you put it that way. Natural
ly, all of us are upset by the bad news and such.
I think you are upset. Some of us must see our
duty at home; for the ministry, the sixth com
mandment holds a precept."
He said at once, "I know it is not right to kill
and I do not, primarily, look upon this war as a
crusade against three pagan nations. At the same
time, this war isn't altogether without form or
purpose . . ." The blood rose swiftly and smooth
ly with passion to his cheeks. "I work it out this
way. Something new's taking place. We haven't
perceived it yet. Look: if it was a challenge to
repudiate history ... I don't want to pose as
mystical; it's simply my general impression of
things today. Nevertheless, I want to postpone a
decision about anything so historical, really, as the
Church until after . .
He trailed off at the end. Dean Hough waited.
Before the answer became firm and fixed in both
their minds he changed the subject.
"May I make a personal remark?"
"Yes. Certainly." John Farrell caught himself
anticipating the petition, and it angered him. He
listened attentively. The discipline was necessary,
he told himself.
This time Dean Hough rumbled. You have
married rather early and I may remind you of your
responsibility in that quarter.
He waved his
hand. "I know your wife is not dependent on you.
Other considerations, however ..." The words
7

were less distinct now, the voice buried in the
stout throat, and the remark slipped out so fleetingly that it could not be casual. "You are elig
ible for deferment on several counts, I believe."
"That's right. I won't be forced to go." He
had been eager to say that, yet when he opened his
mouth the words appeared to stumble and lose
most of their honor. Still, some effect was created.
The Dean looked at him across the desk. Again
the voice was calm and quite audible. "Yes; I see.
I don't need to broach that topic."
John Farrell waited. Having come this far,
the other had had to repeat himself or concede
something.
"Mr. Farrell! I should say in your case this
business is simply unfortunate. The faculty thinks
quite highly of you. The bishop anticipates your
becoming a leader in his diocese. Listen, I am
an older man than yourself, and hope that I pos
sess some experience. This must be for your good.
If you are inclined to an active share in the war
effort, wait a year, become a deacon, then apply
to serve as an army chaplain."
John Farrell gazed at his polished shoes, one
of them moving slowly across the gray, sober rug.
How should he say it ?
"I don't think you understand, sir. Army
chaplains don't take part in the action. You see,
I want to fight."
When he glanced up at Dean Hough's broad,
dignified face and met the eyes blinking regret
fully behind the spectacles, he knew what he had
been conditioning himself since Christmas to re
strain must, finally, break loose; must be delivered,
clarified, crystallized, out in the open—that in a
sense, it was the preliminary skirmish. In that
case the devastation was not accountable.
Will you understand this!" He almost shouted.
In thus giving way he felt, peculiarly a notion of
having conceded something, too. "I'm joining up
for my own benefit! This seminary's teachings
haven't enabled me to face the war as I should, if
I'm to be in the Church. I have no conviction in
the Church s ability to redeem. I am sorry to say
so. Only, that being the case —"
"Duty? Your studies and your wife?" Dean
Hough rose and walked to the window. The blue
light beyond outlined his black habit. "Your
duty is here and at home, I think."
John Farrell rose too. "I meant to finish like
this. My duty is to seek out why I have not found
here what I thought to find. The weakness may
8

be in me. I don't know. I'll leave it up to the
war. It ought to stick out ail over my face and
uniform if it's been hiding inside."
After that, all they could very well do was to
return to the details. Soon after he quit Dean
Hough's office. The cathedral etching, twilight,
the solemn face and steady fingers across the desk.
Yes, the thing had worked itself out as if my for
mal arrangement: effects of equal intensity, they
balanced one another's importance.
In the corridor he passed in front of the Homiletics classroom just as the final lecture scheduled
for that afternoon came to an end. The first stu
dent to step out hurried to his side. He was short
so when he talked his head slanted to one side.
"Well, how's Father Duffy today?
Lewis, the Dean and I just had our last talk
together."
Oh! How did he take your farewell? Are
you anathema?"
"He understands my position, finally."
But does he approve?"
He couldn't do that very well, and be the
Dean."
They walked on the carpeted stairway to the
second floor.
Have you heard anything from your wife?"
Just from her lawyer. I won't say goodbye
now. I'll see you after vespers. My train doesn't
leave until seven."
So you're going to vespers!" But Lewis was
grinning now.
Well, that was it. He continued to his room
alone, and sat down on the striped mattress on
the bed. Already, sheets and blankets were re
moved; so, too, his books and his lamp and easy
chair; his valise, stuffed with clothes, lay spread
open on the floor. John Farrell looked out at the
sinking light and he heard the notes of the organ
as Brierwell, one of the seniors, practiced before
vespers. His head throbbed. He took out the
letter addressed from his home town from his in
side pocket of his navy blue suit, and reread it.
The lawyer had included beside the preliminary
divorce papers a note to the effect that the settle
ment proposed outside of court was entirely suit
able to his client. John Farrell folded the letter
once more, then as he replaced it in the coat pocket
a bare smile of satisfaction touched his face. He
was quite content that in talking to the Dean he
had maintained a 'coolly intellectual" position.
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Suddenly he got up from the bed and walked to
the chest of drawers, for an aspirin. Looking up
he remarked the wood crucifix nailed to the wall,
above the chest, where he placed it at the end of
his first month in seminary. His face relaxed.
Forgetting the aspirin he went in search of a ham
mer; then, with the claws, he yanked the nails
from the wall. He carried the crucifix to the bed,
wrapped it in a newspaper, and placed it carefully
between two pairs of trousers in his valise.

Nothing Perfect
(Continued from page 6)

I awoke the next morning, two and two equalled
five. I could not count the fingers on my hand.
I couldn't believe it possible.
"Oh God, it must not be! I can't be insane!
They must let me out! They must let me out!"

NEW BUS SCHEDULE
Westbound — Gambier to Mt. Vernon
A.M. A.M. P.M. P.M. P.M. P.M.

Compliments of

FENTON
DRY CLEANER

Lv. Gambier.... 7:24 8:25 12:59 5:00 7:06 11:00
Ar.Mt.Vernon 7:38 8:43 1:20 5:20 7:24 11:15
East bound — Mt. Vernon to Gambier
A.M. A.M. A.M. P.M. P.M. P.M.

Lv. Mt. Vernon 6:15 8.00 11:00
Ar. Gambier .... 6:30 8:15 11:17

4:25 5:45 10:40
4:40 6:03 10:57

• Daily except Sunday. Sunday—Lv. Mt. Vernon
9:30 a.m., arrive Gambier 9:45.

10 E. Gambier St.

SERVAIS TRANSIT
Clip This and Keep it on Your Desk

Make Every

Minute Count

Especially The Minutes You Can Spare
From a Crowded Day To RELAX. Get
Into The Habit Of Stopping For Jewell
Ice Cream Several Times a Day.

Your

Jewell Dealer Has It In a Variety Of
Delightful Flavors.

Remember - Good

Food Aids Good Health.

JEWELL ICE CREAM
JANUARY, 1943
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TO THE PRE-METEOROLOGISTS
(Continued from page 2)

We want you to feel that you are Kenyon men,
and we hope that when the war is over, many of
you will return to complete your work here for a
Kenyon degree.
ROBERT B. BROWN.
Secretary of the College.
TIME IS VALUABLE
If time be of all things the most prec
ious, wasting time must be the great
est prodigality, since lost time is
never found again; and what we call
time enough always proves little
enough. Let us then be up and doing,
and doing to the purpose; so by dili
gence shall we do more with less per
plexity.—Franklin.

JOB PRINTING - PROCESS COLOR PRINTING
PUBLICATIONS

Til r MANUFACTURING n n

IllL PRINTERS U U .
One Block North of Public Square
MOUNT VERNON. OHIO

Compliments of

THE PEOPLES BANK
GAM BIER, OHIO

Member of Federal Deposit Insurance Corp.
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(Continued, from page 5)

like a full-grown man. A powerful, full-grown
one. It was the wonderful way he managed the
keyboard and his small body on the fine dark seat
that Christopher had built him especially when he
worked for a furniture factory. Mervyn always
said when he finished playing, it made it so easy.
The piano was the other fine piece in the house
and matched the seat. When Christopher heard
the piano he always thought of that man named
Black. The fine softness of outline for the begin
ning took Christopher back to the summer evening
and the other piano, the old worn upright. The
windows are open, it is hot. People are out in the
air more, on porches, and walking. But Mervyn
never goes out. Mervyn is playing. It is Schu
bert this time. After it is through a knock at the
screen and the man enters. He says that he has
listened long outside the window and he thinks
the playing is superb. He doesn't seem surprised
at Mervyn's smallness. He sits half the night and
listens with closed eyes. Finally Christopher has
to tell him Mervyn is tired. The man makes much
over the music and keeps telling Mervyn that he
will put him in Cargnegie Hall. Several months
later in October the new piano came and then the
letter from Black saying to use the piano, nobody
else does, as though it was right out of his own
home. Then never another word. Christopher
and Mervyn thought maybe the piano was a stolen
one and even if it were a gift, they wondered if
they should keep it. But they couldn't send it back
there was no address. So as they wondered
more, Mervyn played more and the piano merged
in with the other things in the two little rooms
and the other piano after being crowded into the
bedroom for a year, was sold for junk. The new
one was a fine one.
Mervyn paused to rest for a moment. Then the
music again. Rolling upward in waves and then
falling to soft vibrations that produced the merg
ing of the two a great artist and an excellent in
strument, in music like Christopher had never
heard outside the tiny, gray house, or on the ne
glected radio.
The tempo adagio began in extreme smooth
ness and went on outward toward extreme per
fection, in a graceful, fine line. The sustained tone
was like nothing Christopher had heard and he
felt as though he were somewhere else other than
this usual place. He didn't know where. His
white head rested on the green back of the chair
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and his eyes were closed. His right leg ached soft
ly, like the music. He thought how right his
grown son had been when he said he was getting
old. He wondered if his chisel had slipped and
nicked the glass. He did not know. It could have
or not, it didn't matter now. The rhythm dissolved
itself in pure tone. Christopher felt unnatural.
The languor of feeling in the tempo adagio had
enchanted him and again he found himself years
back in a memory picture. He was with his wife
in Maine. It was by the sea. They were both
young and it was their first year in America. They
went out toward the sea and there followed in
Christopher's white enchanted head, harmonic
progressions as in the music, both together.

KRESGE'S
MOUNT VERNON, OHIO

The Best Place on the Hill
for Army or Civilian

The College Shop

Harpster & Poulson Hdw.
SEE US FOR YOUR FLOOR WAX
WE HAVE IT
Phone 35

BASEMENT, PEIRCE HALL

9 S. Main Street

GAS AND DIESEL ENGINES
AND COMPRESSORS
Vertical and horizontal engines
for marine, stationary, and loco
motive power purposes, Gasengine, diesel-engine, and motordriven compressor units of 50 to
1300 horsepower.

The Cooper-Bessemer Corporation
Grove City, Pa.

Mt. Vernon, Ohio
New York
Tulsa

Gloucester
Los Angeles

Parkersburg, W. V.
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Odessa,

Seattle

Washington
St. Louis
Pampa,

Bradford, Pa.
Greggton,

New Orleans
Shreveport, La.

Dallas and Houston, Texas

11

Cleaning Service
Don Bowers — Bud West

G.

Qjietncli

^Jewelers lo SCenyon (Soilege
CLEANING & PRESSING SERVICE

• £&

•

THREE DAY SERVICE

•

CALL FOR AND DELIVER

•

GUARANTEED SATISFACTION

•

MODERN FACTORY CLEANING

• QlPalclies

• Qftalck SLfiair

® (Engraving

EXPERT PRESSING & SERVICE
<2 Q (S. S^amher Gtfi.

GENERAL DRY CLEANERS
Mt. Vernon

SCOTT FURNITURE CO.
Furniture — Rugs — Stoves

THE WONDER BAR

WHERE EVERYBODY MEETS
A Good Place to Dine
PETE GOST, PROP.

Phone 1367
128 S. Main St.

<91one: 340

Mt. Vernon, O.

202 S. Main Street

Mt. Vernon, Ohio
I

SAY IT WITH FLOWERS

SHARP'S
PUBLIC SQUARE — MT. VERNON, O.

RINGER'S CAFE
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ZONE CAB

PHONE 900

WELCOME ARMY BOYS

ISALY'S

300 S. MAIN ST.

NEW OWNER — O. C. RIDNOUR
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KEN YON'S
FIFTH WAR
Friends of Kenyon welcome
the evidence that the College
enters its fifth war-time ac
tivities with greater vigor
and resourcefulness than
in any since her President
was first Ohio volunteer in
1861

PURDY AND CLUTTER
Welcome the

J. S. RINGWALT CO.

Meteorology Students

WOOLWORTH'S

ROADSIDE INN

Heckler's Pharmacy
QUALITY PRODUCTS
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WEST COR. PUBLIC SQUARE
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GOOD FOOD
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ROUTE 3
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MILDNESS wTASTE
that's what the real pleasure of smoking adds up to
lip at dawn or to bed at dawn...fresh or fagged,
more smokers every day are finding this out
... for Real Smoking Pleasure it's Chesterfield's
Milder, Better Taste every time.
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